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Sarah not * gone crazy ' . * . Ah well, what was
the use of that kind of memory? Every link
in the chain must be there; she would not be
here now had she not ridden over to Stone Ends
and struck a small boy because he loved her
hair; she would not be the woman she was had
she not rescued Reuben's brother in Cocker-
mouth, had she not. . . .

She dragged herself wearily after the other
two (how tired she was, how hot the day, how
heavy the child within her!), but she smiled when
Emma, who was being very dramatic over the
Revolution, turned to her; she put her hand
through Warren's arm, and was interested in
everything.

What they especially were interested in was
an immense wooden shed, in the middle of the
site, and a half-finished colonnaded tower of
freestone. This was enclosed with a wooden
paling and had a gate. Inside the gate on a
stool was sitting a slim, pale-faced, elderly woman,
one of whose cheeks had a painful twitch. Her
eyes were sad and staring, as though she were
looking for something that she could not find.
She was clothed very decently with a shawl over
her thin shoulders.

She begged them to enter and see the ' Ele-
phant/

* The elephant?' said Warren. * Pray, what
elephant? This is not the Jardin des PlantesJ

But it seemed that Napoleon had determined
to erect a huge fountain on the Bastille site that
its waters might wash away the memory of the